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MOTLEY NOTES BY THE 
BRAGA CAT. 


HAVE been diligently purring over the last two numbers 

of this well-meaning periodical, and | think I can fairly 

congratulate Mr. Fun upon making a cat laugh. | 
thought it a little hard when a newspaper exclaimed that “ at 
last we have a servous rival” to the 7imes and other comic 
papers. I showed the cutting to Mr. Fun, and suggested 
‘ocularly that he should occasionally insert a joke in his 
columns. Strange to say, he grew angry and threatened to 
knock off my Swiss milk, a course of cruelty which would make 
me as scraggy as the brute that appears on Mr. Fun’s coloured 
poster. 


Of course, I only meant it for a joke. Really, Mr. Fun’s 
Hashes of humour have been so brilliant that they have 
penetrated into the planetary system. A message has been 
received from Mars. It reads “ OnE, Two, THREE”—obviously 
an order for the first three numbers of Fun. 





[ hear that General Pole-Carew has won the hand of Lady 
Beatrice Butler. He is the only officer who shaved every day 
while in South Africa None but the shaved deserve the fair. 


Apropos of the loss of the Nelson relics, I am able to 
furnish a hitherto unpublished anecdote of the famous Admiral. 
His secretary, Hardy, was always chiding him on his reckless- 
ness in battle, till one day Nelson retorted, “Ah! Sir, these is 

0 fool like the fool-Hardy.” 

Lord Kitchener has been addressing a pro-Boer meeting. 

He hoped to dispense with Botha (bother). 


The above joke was discovered by one of the kittens in 
the waste-paper basket (see above). 


I think this would be a suitable motto for President 
ruger: “No ‘Honour’ is without profit savin’ his own 
(ountry.” 


The Penrhyn Quarry! continues. 
lating, few slates. 


It is a case of much 


JANUARY 19, 1901. 


| 
| 
} 
| 
| 
| 
j 
| 
j 


| 


| 











|New Series. No. 1862. 


— 


| am glad that it is to be Karl Roberts—and not Earl of 
anything. The mu/tum in parvo Field-Marshal is still Bobs 
Bobs et Pretoria Nihil. 


It seems to me that Earl Roberts has made a mistake. He 
declares that the war is not yet over. I think it is ad/ over 
Cape Colony. 


The other day | concocted this riddle, all by myself. Who 
is the wisest man at a Saturday pop? Why, the Solo-man, of 
course, 


| really think this wit is too good to last. I feel myself 
running dry. Oh! for a draught of “Sparklets” or a sip of 
punch. 

| am pleased to note that we are on the high road towards 
a settlement with the French. The French want settling. 


The Anglo-French agreement will contain one clause 
‘We agree to disagree.” 

I had an awful experience in the train the other day. I 
was the only cat in the compartment, and I was quietly 
composing my weekly animal story for the Spectator. 
Suddenly there jumped in uine young ladies with hockey 
sticks. ‘Mind my bruises,” cried one, dropping her implement 
upon where I wish my tail had not been. “I’m dreading 
having to take my boots off,” cried a second. ‘“ My gloves are 
getting too small,” said a third, displaying a brawny fist. A 
discussion arose as to how high a player may raise her club. 
Several of the ladies gave practical demonstrations on the 
point. Presently there was a sound of falling glass. “I wish 
this was an armoured train,” sighed the fair culprit, and for 
my part I wish I had been an armoured cat. 


People ask me why I am not exhibiting myself at the Cat 
Club’s Show. I would do anything to oblige Lady Marcus 
Béresford—a true friend to all my species—but I hate being 
poked at. Save me from the cat fancier who is determined to 
know whether one’s half closed eyes are of quite the right 
colour. Besides, I object to having the length of my tail 
measured, and I see no reason why a number of ladies who 
daren’t appear in public without their boas should criticise the 
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“Yas, poor” LIZA’S BREAVED ’ER LAST.” 


“Was IT LOVE WHAT MADE ER TO PAWS AWYE!” 

‘No, eR Merpicat MAN SAID IT WAS EATIN’ A ICE ON 
rue Tor oF ‘oT PUDDIN.” 

“WHat A “KAVENLY SMILE MUST “AVE BIN ON ’ER 
MARBLE Flere!” 


cut of my naked jaw. | have, too, a conscience, and rebel 
against assuming an outlandish and sometimes indecent name 
tor the sake of a prize. What self-respecting cat cares to be 
called “ Backwell Jollyboy” or “ Backwell Tip?” “ Wooloo- 
mooloo I.” is hardly a proper name for a lady to call her cat 
by, and “Garboldisham Mopps” is, if anything, worse. As 
for “Ocle Punch,” words fail me. 


I need not Say that, like all good cats, | ama regular 
reader of the “ Remew of Remews.” 


Mr. Hiram Maxim—the maker of guns—has been created 
a knight. He has prevented so many people from growing 
old. | He used to be an active member of a society for per- 
suading people to become naturalised Americans. Presumably 
he wanted somebody to shoot at. ; 


fh We cats have much to fear from a foreign invasion. In 
“hy i ) ‘ ; . ar > fi 
ners our only enemies are the people who make camp 
pies. But the Frenchmen love cat’s meat, and to put the point 
plainly th British cat does not care to associate with frogs on 
the breakfast table. : 
Phis is why we are anxious about Army Reform. We cats 
are of little use in war, save for sounding the revel): The 


rs. «= 
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as 


Army authorities have the guns and the money and the req 
tape. Oh! that they were blessed with the brains of a cat! 


— 


ut Early Roberts is reasonable. He will accept any 
advice I have to give in the spirit in which it is offered. We 
shall never rehabilitate our national forces without the 
co-operation of the London School Board. I will prove this, 


[ was out on the roofs one afternoon near Waterloo 
Bridge. It was the afternoon when there wasn't a fog. It 
only sleeted. Below I saw a company of nine street arabs 
drilling in the middle of the road. Their uniform was varied, 
but their discipline was superb. The traffic was as usual. The 
field-marshal blew his trumpet and called “ Halt!” The troops 
halted. “Stand at ease!” They stood at ease, and for a quarter 
of an hour did those intrepid irregulars hold the causeway 
between the footpath and the permanent excavations against 
the infuriated assaults of ’bus drivers, costers, and auto. 
mobilists. ‘The performance was simply sublime. 


The War Office ought to persuade the School Board to 
teach these “Boys of our Empire” (no copyright, we hope, 
infringed) to shoot at moving objects. One plan would be 
to mount omnibuses and pick off with air-guns the foot 
passengers who overtake these vehicles. The teachers might 
walk on the pavement and check the casualties. 


Personally, I have no objection to the cadets shooting 
other cats that are on the move. I am myself attached to this 
paper, and am thus a stationery cat. 


Speaking of fogs, the idea is to send up electric balloons 
which will cause the fog to break up into small particles of 
carbon, and so descend to earth, leaving the sky clear. This 
would soot London admirably. 


Lord Roberts’s six Indian attendants are being shown the 
sights of London. We hope they will not fail to see our jokes. 








“ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.” 


I. 


A BACHELOR sat in his chair—and he thought— 
And he made up his mind that he wouldn’t be caught ; 
And yet he wanted to do what he ought : 

And he thought, and he thought, and he thought. 


IL. 


A little Maid sat in her chair—and she thought— 
And she made up her mind that she wouldn’t be caught ; 
And yet she wanted to do what she ought : 

And she thought, and she thought, and she though’ 


ITT. 


A Bachelor sat in a chair—and he thought— 
And a little Maid sat by him—just as she ought— 
For, alas! they forgot about not being caught, 
But they thought— 
And they thought— 
And they thought. 
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THE LOVE-LETTERS OF AN nothing on a cold night with the wind blowing fit to bust | 
eS ergo cto ; itself. Hoping this finds you as it leaves yours truly, | 
ENGLISHMAN. | R. PEeEver. | 
III. 

; . ov 
| -AREST S _ u will allow me to address you as 

(It must be distinctly understood at the outset that the | DEAREST SARAH, If 7 veg toealing fia l As fs 
ditor absolutely refuses to divulge the identity of the writer | such. Fancy you knowing how paria’ - i re COD 
penile aA tet na eh le hi in their original | Scotch on a cold night with the wind blowing fit to bust | 
of ieee ip, Fay ENS Re Se B| itself. I ean’t think how you found out. Them words yoy | 


condition by a gentleman in a false nose, who permeated the 


. ae - ‘av was heavenly. I never mind if there's 
entire building with the odour of a brewery, and departed in said when I went away y 5 


three lumps of sugar, and a bit of lemon don’t spoil it. I must 












































haste with the cashier's umbrella hidden under his cloak. The | “ ; 
bhie, | a liberty to indulge in indiscriminate | TOW conclude, dearest Sarah. Your loving Roperr. 
" ‘Cor t “ { 2 . r ree b t : . . . , oe : » - 
public, however, are a erty 5 aan a P.S.—Sergeant Slop said the ’ousemade at 23 was prettiey 
yuessing as to the authorship, but every name forwarded for oe i. ior officer I sl 
; ae than vou. and if he hadn’t been my superior officer | should 
official confirmation must be accompanied by a postal ordet . st hi ives 
i’ . ; P ' . * ave s y OW. 
r for is. No prize is offered, and money once received will not lave struck him @& IV a 
fF be refunded under any circumstances whatsoever. | My Dearest Kirry,—lIt is a shame for them to call you A 
; } . we ? » . 
| ae 4) FE | Sarah with such a pretty name as youve got. I ope as how 
7 he. | ° ° ; ; So . . . 
2. , , ‘SUS ‘atch vou last night. After I see you an 
He lean Miss Smiru, Since having had the pleasure of | the missus didn't catch | Shs 3] Pe, y , 
) : . | . | drunk your very good health, Sergeant Slop gave me half a 
4 your company at the top of the airey steps last night, | have {3 ° ‘ ) d ad f : ° 
oo sanewich which the ’ousemade at 23 had ready for him. | 
4 thought of no one else but you. Your master’s cigars are a 2 t Ki if 
4 little bit of all righto, and I am hoping to see you again thought how pleased you would be, dearest Kitty, 1f you knew 
bf eae . é — > +t caomf . The sangwich was ’am with mustar 
| ' to morrow, With fondest respects, yours obediently, RoBERT how it comfuted me. rhe sangwich Vv as am | istard on 
f Ht Riciirets it. As Sergeant Slop said, good mustard never hurt no man. ™ 
7 Your devoted RoBERT. R: 
i I. Vv Ri 
} , , ‘ P . — . . . . y . . clr 
it Deak SARAH, You are a pretty girl and no two ways My Own DARLING Kirry,—W hat a pleasant surprise you sh. 
bel If ’ ’ “or n : ‘ mitra > ‘ . . ° . . . 
4 about at. IT did enjoy the beer, which is a refreshment I am give me last night when I see that piece of cold rabbit ple. ¢O} 
Be ore ‘) , ITE ay ( , ‘ r ake 7 : ° ° : 
F 7 I es _ anything bat Scot¢ h. | usually take it Darling Kitty, | shall ever love you with all my heart. It sae 
bb rot with a little sugar, but of course beer is better than seems a terrible long time since I smoked a cigar, bar one the Sal 
i E. ‘ousemade at 23 give Sergeant Slop, him handing it to me on act 
the quiet, being liable to be took faint hisself through tobacco nio 
| fumes. With love undying, your admiring RoBErtT. Sti 
a) : 
yt | VI. agé 
’ —— | | DraR SaRAH,—Beer and brencheese are not refreshments pas 
{ i | as any self-respecting member of the force would demean to 
Pat | ° ° ° S 
)WEA LTH Cori | | himself to accept, and your nose had a smut on it which the oul 
1/0 | ; P e 
pW ennon eo - 2°°, ousemade at 23 would never abear. Your missus may have to | 
| ‘ on 
| locked up the Scotch, as you stated, but I have heard Sergeant 
; ’ ¥ 
— | Slop mention sherry wine, him having experience higher up nig 
“VG 4 _ the street. American cheese may be classy enough for a Ind 
b ROm | family as would employ you, but it won’t washjwith yours, etc., ppe! 
Ap ~ | Ror. PEELEr. “ . 
r oO 
a VIL. - 
as ‘ ~ ~ : ‘ ’ 
‘hn Miss SARAH SMITH,—Sergeant Slop has been moved to thre 
KAS N the next beat, and I wish to have no further connection with iron 
"i you. R. P. : desc 
a » the 
~ = acne Imm 
rt 7 ‘ r 7 7 7 Ca if 
rALES FOR THE LITTLE ONES. 
_ Horatio MonTMoRENCY was a very naughty boy. When A 
his mother asked him how often she had told him to keep his a, 






fingers out of the jam-pot, he replied, “Till I am sick of 
—- you keep repeating it.” When papa came home and 
1eard of Horatio’s lack of veneration he reminded him of Cain 


h _ and Abel. Horatio’s father was able, and the cane was 4 
- | stinger. 








, | r . es at ater 
5— | | HE oil-cloth in the front hall was buttered by Reginald. 


_ ~ | | His father is still in the hospital, and until he can get to work 
~ é | _ again Reginald is in the union. 




















D - | 7 Our John’s father is a butterfly hunter. John found 
/ ‘ _ and added it to his father’s collection. When John’ 
| aus at ler next examined —_ a : 
ee | J Ghai eee his butterflies he found them gone, and 
ia piace_a beetle suffering from indigestion. 
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A WEEK-END . . 
ON THE RIVER. 


ERHAPS the most 
feature in the above realistic 
illustrations of traftic working 

on the South-Eastern and Chatham 
Railways is the way the artist came to 
draw, not simply the pictures here 
shown, but also the officials of the allied 
companies. We happened to receive 
some early and, we believe, exclusive 
information to the effect that a new and 
accelerated service of week-end excur- 
sion trains is to be run from Cannon 


Street to Charing Cross and_ back 
again, vid Waterloo Junction, where 


passengers will be allowed three hours 
to view the historic remains hard by. 
Sumptuous dining and sleeping cars are 
to be provided, and dinner will be served 
on the Cannon Street Bridge, while the 
nights will be spent at Charing Cross. 
Indeed, some twelve hours in all will be 
spent on the two bridgesover the Thames, 
so that the moving panorama of the Port 
of London may be studied safety 
through the interstices of picturesque 
ironwork. The whole trip is aptly 
described as “A Saturday to Monday on 
the River.” On learning its details, we 
imm diately instructed one of our most 
capable artists, an Honorary Fellow of 


fascinating 











Ce 


the Society of Chelsea Delineators, to 
design some illustrations of the new 
Our artist is, we are glad to 
know, blessed with a peculiarly childlike 
countenance. His clear blue eyes are so 
expressive of innocence that, at times, 
we are almost taken in ourselves. On 
his own irresponsibility he interviewed 
the officials of. the’ South-Eastern and 


expresses. 





A SUGGESTED CoaT OF ARMS. 


Chatham Railways, and without a word 
he won the confidence to which the 
exquisite duplicity of his general de- 
meanour entitled him. His big port- 
folio of sketches (which, by the way, he 
did not open) was in itself enough to 
proclaim him a pre-Raphaelite. He was 
anxious, he said meekly, to study for 
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himself the ill-appreciated beauties of 
Cannon Street and Charing Cross ter- 
minal stations. He intended to give to 
the world the results of his investiga- 
tions in a series of black and white pen 
drawings. The officials washed their 
hands with imaginary soap. They were, in 
fact, delighted with our artist. Into his 
itching palm they slipped a passport to 
every signal-box, engine shed, roof, girder; 
level crossing, and wine cellar at, near, 
or within sight of the two stations in 
question. Our artist was to be allowed 
to stop the traffic, pose the porters in 
suitable attitudes, drive the engines) 
work the points, negotiate collisions, cut 
telegraph wires, issue tickets to pas- 
sengers, and even weigh excess luggage- 
He received all these facilities simply 
because of his face. His sketches will 
show what he is like inside. When they 
reach the public we should not be sur- 
prised to learn that the South-Eastern 
and Chatham Companies have granted 
him the additional permission to lay his 
neck on the metals of any piece of their 
permanent way, the busier the better, 
or to dive, at any hour of the day or 


night, from any of their bridges 
whatsoever into road, river, canal, 
or Kent coal mine beneath. They 


will no doubt declare that a Saturday 
to Monday im the Thames is what 
will do our artist’s health most good. 
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A TERM OF ENDEARMENT. 
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FAVOURITE QUOTATIONS OF 
GREAT MEN. 





Right Hon. PowELt-WiLiiaMs, M.P. 
(without salary). 
“Oh! this life is nobler than 
| attending for a check.”—Cymbeline. 
| 
} 


Right Hon. H. H. CHAPLIN, M.P. 
“When a gentleman is disposed to 
swear, it is not for any standers-by to 
| eurtail his oaths.” —Cymbeline. 


Lord CRANBOURNE. 
“Oh ! my offence is rank.”—Hamlet. 
tight Hon. A. J. and G. BALFour. 
“Two lovely berries moulded on one 
stem.”—A Mid-summer Night's Dream. 


Lord Grorce HAMILTON. 
“ How now, my nettle of India ?”— 
Twelfth Night. 


Right Hon. JosEpH CHAMBERLAIN. 





“Vou 
Whose white investments figure 
innocence 
The dove and very blessed spirit of 
peace.” —2 Henry IV. 


Duke of DEVONSHIRE. 

“T have an exposition of sleep 
come upon me.”—A Midsummer Night's 
Dream. 

Sir MicHaEL Hicks-BEACH. 

“How shall we do for money for 
these wars ?”—Richard ITI. 

“Come, stretch thy chest.”—7vroilus 
and Cressida. 

Sir JoHn E. Gorst. 

“Do you play the flouting Jack?”— 
Much Ado About Nothing. 
| H. W. Lone. 

“Dogs bark at me as I halt by 


}} ry, / rho has hie n ra , :/ ° a 
‘ : ; met pturous Y attending a Navi Leaque Lecture oo ” 4 ] 
‘ Y e ) them. = -Richard TTT. 


\untin, You ARE an [NFernat Macuine.” [Sent to.bed.] 


ROBERTS, REFORM! 


: ith no apologies to the late Lord Tennyson, who In 
day wrote “Riflemen, Form.”] 


STILL there's a sound of blunders afar, 


Storm in the South that darkens the day 


Storm of battle and blunders of war, 


More than a Vear they have rolled our Way. 


Yes, we storm! At War Ofttice, storm ! 
Ready! NOT ready to meet this storm ? 
, s 

Roberts, Earl Roberts, declare for reform ! 


be not deaf to the sound that warns, 


» 
Be not gulled by your gartered knee, 


Care not a fig if the path be thorns. 


Brave lives are wasted : be this your plea. 


Reform, true Kar] : live. live for reform ! 


Roberts, an Empire cries out for reform. 


Thy hand must fit us to meet the storm, ' 
Roberts, Earl Roberts, declare for reform ! 


Let your reforms for the moment go ? 

Then we are butts to our rivals’ arms. 
Better a rotten beer vat or so 

Than a rotten fleet’with the world in flames 
Reform! Reform’s the only good form ! 
Burn up the red tape, forestall the storm ! 
Roberts, Earl Roberts, declare for reform. 


Reform ! ’tis harder to do than die ! 
Reform for Empire—Freedom—Queen ! 
Trust, never trust to the transient ally, 
: For only the devil can tell what they mean. 
No, ‘tis reform, unflinching reform, 
Wili make us ready to meet the storm. 
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DROPPING THE FIRST MATE. 


With acknowledgments and respects to Sir JoHN TENNIEL, whose recent retirement from “ PuNcH” has been 
the subject of general regret. 
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Pat (to Village Doctor, who wa Sportsman, and is out mith This (fun ). 
, ' : or ) _ 
Soure Docrorn, YERE A CAREFUL Man. ror TF YER PHyst 


,\LWAYS CARRY YER GUN 


THE DRAMAPHONE. 


FYNHE only trouble about “The Thirty Thieves” at Terry’s 
Theatre is that it should have been called “ The Thief 
and a Half.” Its present title shows a lack of courage. 

A mere ten is not a sufticient difference. If “The Forty 

Thieves” at Drury Lane, one could prove by simple square 

measure that thirty is too many at Terry’s. Rather one thief 

and a half with elbow room than thirty in a band-box. It isa 

Bovrilemeo sort of extravaganza. It is the shadow, not the 

substance, of prime old burlesque. What there is of it is very 

wood ; but, as is the case with all essences, one misses something 
to get one’s teeth into, as Pinero said in “'Trelawney of the 

‘Wells’ ” Not all Mr. Risque’s, the author's, smartness and 

humour, and clever lyrics, or Mr. Edward Jones’ bright music, 

or Miss Florence Perry's fascinating ways could quite rid one 
of the impression that it was musical-comedy seen through 
the wrong end of the opera-glass, 


Mr. Risque’s lyrical capacity goes considerably beyond the 
ingenuity Which rhymes love with dove ; his humour has the 
ceentric quality of ignoring mothers-in-law, tipsiness, and 
‘imilar pleasantries. Though placed in the land of Nowhere 
it a period of Notime, his thirty thieves thieve with a 
casuistical self-righteousness entirely modern. They have 
been legally robbed by Stock Exchange experts, whose houses, 
therefore, they pillage systematically by combined house- 
breaking. The title of theix association should be “ Nemesis, 
Limited.” Their victim-in-chief is the Lord Mayor of the town, 
Who has risen to wealth and eminence by the application of the 
tost approved theories of social eeonomy, which means that 
his clients had to economise while he advanced socially. He 
and the Captain of the marauders, and the son of the wood. 
cutter--note the stem of the Arabian Nights’ tree—are all in 
love with a bewitching serving-maid who justifies this old- 
fashioned title by her skill in prying, but whose accent and 
deportment are certainly worthy of a lady-help, save that she 
seems anachronistically to be a lady and her 


: disposition is 
entirely helpful. , 
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For the sake of the delightful Mig, 

Perry, for the cleverness of the author 

and the tunes of the composer, let 1, 

hope that “The Thirty Thieves” wij 

be a success, in spite of its lack of 

decorative expansiveness. But the 

chief concomitants of a modern dramatic 

success are silk brocades at 10s. per yard 

and real diamonds. These are lacking 

in “The Thirty Thieves,” which has 

| merely the sparkle of real cleverness, 

The mirror the stage holds up to Nature 

is now generally a Bond Street cheval. 

| glass. Its native virtues are o'er. 
shadowed by its foreign Worth. 


|  «* Such windas catters syoung men through 
the wauld 

Ter seek their fortunes sfarther than nat 

home, 

W(h)ere smal lexperience grows. Shut, 
| in a few, : 
| Signior Hortensio, thus sit stands with me: 
| 
j 


. . . e o e 

Crown sin my porse I have, and good sat 
home, 

And so am come mabroad to see the 
wauld.” 


MISSES ’EM, YE 





fi vende Th a hg 


“ AND so, Mrs. PUDDLEPUSH, THOU’T BE AFTER A-REFUS 
ING TO LET THY GRANDSON PLAY.SNOW PELTS WI’ SUCH A 
COMMON LaAuD As MoINE BE, EH?) CoMMON, INDEED! AND 
Our FAMILY, Too, WHICH ’AS NEVER ONCE BEEN WITHOUT 4 
SILK Hat anp A HUMBRELLA FOR TO WEAR A SABBATHS THI 
LAST TWO AND SEVENTY YEARS OR MORE-—THE VERY SAM} 
WHICH OI BE A-WEARING NOW, BEFORE THY VERY OIES— 
POOH !” 
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This is Queen Elizabeth’s English as spoken in the 
reign of Queen Victoria. It is an extract from a speech 
of Petruchio in “The Taming of the Shrew” as it was 
represented at the Comedy Theatre. Any edition of 
Shakespeare will afford the solution. Treated in this 
fashion the verse becomes very blank indeed. Regarded 
as a puzzle the solution is best arrived at by separating 
the final consonant of the words as printed above from 
the initial syllable of the word which follows. Wauld 
signifies world ; porse, purse. 


Save that the performance of Shakespearean farce 
by Mr. Benson and his hard-working company 
approaches more nearly to farce of the “Charley’s Aunt ” 
pattern than the author possibly intended, there is 
much tocommend in their treatment of it. There is a 
whole-souled earnestness and robust hilarity which 
tickle the groundlings without drawing from the 
judicious any outward expression of grief. There is an 
interjaculatory freedom about it which shows a healthy 
independence of the antiquated superstition concerning 
the sacredness of the text. But the company act so 
well together, there is such life and movement, such 
vivacity and flavour in their playing, that we laugh and 
enjoy ourselves, despite a hypersensitiveness which 
would prefer a discrimination between the treat- 
ment accorded to Shakespeare and that given to a 
modern French vaudeville. 


Mr. Benson, elocutionary eccentricities apart, and 
notwithstanding a desire to make us laugh—artistically 
if he can, but to make us laugh anyhow—is a rollicking, 
full-blooded Petruchio, with many a clever little touch 
of by-play. Mr. Rodney (Lucentio) is an admirable 
actor, who, if Mr. Benson were not the manager of the 
company, would be given many of the heroes to play in 
the repertoire. Miss Braithwaite, who, if Mrs. Benson 
were not the wife of the manager of the company, 
would play many of the heroines, is charming; Mr. 
Weir, Mr. Swete, and Mr. Oscar Asche are all attractive, 
earnest, and capable. Mrs. Benson, who plays 
Katherine, because she is Mrs. Benson, has no other 
qualifications for the part. Adequate mounting and a 
general air of completeness add to the undoubted 
pleasure given by the performance. 


THE STAGE COACH. 


“ENGLAND ASLEEP!” 


3y A PESSIMISTIC PENMAN. 
— 
I usED to think the Britisher 
‘In competition pretty sure 
To floor the representatives of any foreign nation ; 
His products were superior 
To anything exterior ; 


The markets he monopolised for quite a generation. 


But now there’s not a doubt of it, 
Great Britain will be out of it 
Unless we engineer a revolution ! 
Yes, we must lose our credit. or 
Secure an Able Editor 
Who'll undertake to find us a soluti 9% 


























































Popper.“ An! THERE, Eryet, 1s Mont BLANC, WITH 
ALL THE GLORY OF SUNSET UPON IT.” 
Ethel.—* How Nice!” 


/ pin my faith to “ Cass-i-er,” 
Though some think “ Feilden ” class-i-er ; 

Sut each the manufacturer impartially belabours. 
“xpress ”-ive, “‘ Daily Mail”-y, or 
Brahminical from Gwalior, 

They all agree we’re centuries behind our slowest 
neighbours ! 
Oh, yes ! there’s not a doubt of it, 
As traders we are out of it ; 
Statistics show a woful declination! - 
With shops all working overtime, 
And merchants all in clover, Time 

Has struck the knell of Britain’s domination ! 

Army chaplain’s command to his congregation during the 
collection of the offertorv: “ Present alms !” 
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NURSERY RHYMES ILLUSTRATED. 
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} 4 STOP PRESS NEWS. the judges to Mrs. Dibdin, laundress, 21, Sudd Row, N. 
When recently tested before a numerous company of experts 
at Woolwich Arsenal, the bullet-proof laundried shirt sent in T 


PENCE AND PATHOLOGY, 

Ir is stated that the chief consulting engineer of the 
Central London Railway has kindly consented to read a paper 
on the subject of Twopenny Tube-reulosis before the National | 
(Congress on Consumption next July.—Aurpleuter. | SUDDEN ILLNESS OF MR. SHY. 

WE regret to state that Mr. Shy is suffering from partial 
paralysis. The seizure occurred during the annual ladies’ 
banquet of the Slipper Club. Mr. Shy appeared in excellent 
spirits, but immediately after glancing at a message which the 
chairman had passed to him fell from his seat in a fit. 
Medical aid was quickly summoned, and the stricken guest 
removed to the hospital. The chairman’s note to Mr. Shy 


by this competitor proved to be of an extraordinary toughness 
and impenetrability, combined with lightness.— 7'aleziel. 











THEATRICAL ITEM 
A rumour reaches us to the effect that Mr. Seymour 
Hicks will relinquish his part as the Mad Hatter in “ Alice in 
Wonderland,” owing to his acceptance of an engagement to 
understudy Mr, Beerbohm Tree in the third act of ‘“ Herod.” 
Hlaffem. 

















WASHERWOMAN’S WINDFALL. _ was as follows : “The chairman’s compliments, and would you 
THe £1,000 prize recently offered by the War Oftice for be so good as to propose the toast of ‘The Ladies !’”—Centrie 
the most effective bullet-proof material has been awarded by Vews. 
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AND so THE Poor Dog HAD BRISKET. 
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LOST AND FOUND. 


EU N. : | 35 


LOST, in a domestic discussion, a lady’s temper, very short 
and rather the worse for wear.—Darby, Harmony House, 


Wrangeldale. 


LOST, while descending a steep hill, the 
not be needed for 


bicycle. Will 


some 


A. Wheeler, The Infirmary, Splintstown. 


FOUND, in a lady’s pocket, 
a man’s hand. Can now be seen 
along with its owner at the Police 
Station, Robborough. 


LOST, in admiration of his own 
cleverness, a young poet, who has 
just had his first verses printed in 
the VMudford Mail. If restored to 
his right senses, his relations will 
be very thankful.—Address, The 
Mews, Spavinby. 


LOST, in a viva voce examina- 
tion, an undergraduate’s head, 
ordinary type.—A. Pluktun, Cran- 
more Cottage, Grindley. 





THE EMIGRANTS’ GUIDE. 
(Letter to Editor.) 
Dear Sir,—Will you allow me 
to congratulate you on your 
Sketches in the “ Emigrants’ 
Guide.” Having just returned 
from the “Wild and Woolly 
West,” I can appreciate them 
fully. I am sorry you did not 
start with a description of how 
the emigrant found his land, 
though I could tell you how one 
did, how he got lost in the bush 
trying to find the “ corner stake” ; 
how he got his dog-kennel up 
there, etc. I see you have over- 
estimated the price of the land 
considerably ; the price of wild 
Jands at Edmonton is $10 office 
fees for 160 acres, This is 
I notice you put the 
axe in a very prominent place, 
but excuse me saying you have 


‘mot made the handle half long 
enough ; but possibly the “ green- 
horn” took out an English one 





with him. I see you give him 
credit, by your sketches, of going 


‘in the summer time; but how 
-you get him on to his land with- 
» out being stuck in the “mud- 





holes” and up to his waist in 


' swamps, besides having to cut his 
| way for several miles through the 





bush, is easier, doubtless, to 
imagine than describe, and far 
easier than having to do it in 
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reality. He must indeed have been a “greenhorn,” though 
not a “tender-foot,” or he would never have left his boots off 
when retiring. The whole country is teeming with mosquitoes, 
regular “bull-dogs” ; he would never need an alarum clock, 
for he would never sleep unless he lit a “smudge” fire to 
keep them off. I hope you intend continuing the series 
about Canada, as I have several friends out there who will 
appreciate your efforts only too well, as also 
Yours truly, F. W. RoBerts. 
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TWO RIGHTEOUS. 
POACHING HERE—AMONG THE VILLAGERS 


Donald.—“ Ou, Ay! THEY A’ POACH—A’ BUT ME AND THE MEENISTER.” 
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A DISCLAIMER. 
Tue Penny Pictorial Magazine recently published an 
entitled “ Princesses who need Husbands,” illustrated 
hy twenty photographs. We are requested to state that 
the article appeared without the consent of the Princesses 
themselves, many of whom strongly object to advertising. 


“ANOTHER SUPPLY TRAIN CAPTURED.” 
“Anp how do you get your food?” asked the Inter- 


Viewer... _ 
“Oh!” answered the fighting Boer, “the British send 


it us by rail.” 


TO LITERARY MEN AND OTHERS. 
THE highest price paid for suitable replies to Addresses 


of Welcome, ete. Apply, Earl R., care of the Editor. 


| Advt. | 


LORD ROSEBERY’S CARE-LESSNESS. 
Wer are sorry to learn that there are two persons othe 
do not endorse 
Lord Reo ebery 7 Napoleon,” 
book which is said to have given the greatest offence to the 
German Emperor and Mr. Hall Caine. It is as follows: 
“Besides that indefinable spark which we call Genius, he 
(Napoleon) presents a combination of intellect and energy 
has never perhaps been equalled, never certainly 


the high opinion we recently expressed of 
There 1s a passage in the 


which 
SUT JHUSSE f, 


THE PRICE OF CIVILISATION, 
A MONUMENT is to be erected in Germany to a number 
of Prussian soldiers who, when unarmed and engaged in 
carrying away loot, were treacherously shot by the Chinese. 


AN OVERSIGHT. 
SeveraL of the newspapers which 
warmly eulogised Earl Roberts’s pro- \ 
posal for contributions to the Soldiers’ 
and Sailors’ Families Fund forgot to 
send anything themselves. 


AN UNREPORTED 
CONVERSATION, 

lv has only just leaked out. 

Said the Marquis: “You must go, 
Lansdowne. You are a failure.” 

“Oh! but be generous, sir—as I have 
been. When I recall a General I promote 
him,” 

“Very well, then,” said the Marquis, 
“be Foreign Secretary.” | 


ENOUGH ! 
ist AuTHoR : “My mother has never 
read a single line of my works,” 
2ND AuTHoR: “Or did she just 
read one ?” 


Business MAN, of shady reputation, 
Who has just retired, to architect : * And 
what shall I call this new house of 
mine!” “How would ‘Dun-robin’ 


Castle’ do. Sir?” . 
WHEN 


At a London police-court the other day a woman 
complained that a grocer had “ hurt her feelings,” owing to his 
having sold her a bad pot of jam. A member of our staff 
suggests that what she meant was that she had received a 
nasty jar. His friends are being communicated with. 

A CORRESPONDENT (who shelters himself behind a cowardly 
anonymity) wants to know if recent events in South Africa 
would justify him in remarking that “there’s many a slip 
‘twixt the Aop and the lip?” A warrant for his arrest has 
been applied for. 

A CERTAIN gentleman who has just been raised to the 
magisterial bench is evidently qualifying for a statue in 
Trafalgar Square. Called upon the other day to pass sentence 
upon a grocer convicted of selling adulterated butter, he 
refrained from observing that he had never met with a grosser 


ease in his life. 


A PROVINCIAL contemporary announces that “ His 
Imperial Majesty the Emperor of Germany is suffering from 
callosities on his pedal extremities.” 








EDITORIAL NOTICE. 


The Editor will be glad to receive for consideration sketches, 
besides literary contributions, in the shape of paragraphs, jokes 
suitable for illustration, and short verses. Contributors are specially 
requested to place their names and addresses ON their MSS. and on 
the hacks of sketches. The Editor will not be responsthle for the 
return of artistic or literary contributions which he may not be able to 
use, and the receipt of a proof must not be taken as evidence that* an 
article is accepted. Publication in Fun alone will be recognised as 
acceptance. Where stamps are enclosed, the Editor will do his best to 
return those contributions which he does not require. 
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THE BritisH FLAG Is RAIsED 1T 1s NEVER LOWERED. 
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